T;HE WAITING SUPPER
And yet with what respect he had treated her and
hers! Now he was reminded of what an agricultural
friend had said years ago, seeing the eyes of Nicholas
fixed on Christine as on an angel when she passed:
1 Better a little fire to warm 'ee than a great one to
burn 'ee. No food can come of throwing your heart
there/ He went into the mead, sat down, and asked
Himself four questions :
1.   How could she live near her acquaintance as his
wife, even in his absence, without suffering martyrdom
from the stings of their contempt ?
2.  Would not this entail total estrangement between
Christine and her family also, and her own consequent
misery ?
3.   Must not such isolation extinguish her affection
for him ?
4.   Supposing that her father rigged them out as
colonists and sent them off to America, was not the
effect of such exile upon one of her gentle  nurture
likely to be as the last ?
In short, whatever they should embark in together
would be cruelty to her, and his death would be a relief.
It would, indeed, in one aspect be a relief to her now,
if she were so ashamed of him as she had appeared to
ber that day. Were he dead, this little episode with
him would fade away like a dream.
Mr. Everard was a good-hearted man at bottom,
but to take his enraged offer seriously was impossible.
Obviously it was hotly made in his first bitterness at
what he had heard. The least thing that he could do
would be to go away and never trouble her more. To
travel and learn and come back in two years, as mapped
out in their first sanguine scheme, required a staunch
heart on her side, if the necessary expenditure of time
and money were to be afterwards justified ; and it were
folly to calculate on that when he had seen to-day that
her heart was failing her already. To travel and dis-
appear and not be heard of for many years would be a
far more independent stroke, and it would leave her
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